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Nikki, the broken man. 


Disclaimer: None of these characters belong to me and | am not making any money out of this work of fiction 
Note- I've wanted to do this for quite a while now, and it's been racing through my head and | can't ignore it, 
so | have to write it. Any criticisms are welcomed if it is sent with good intentions. Thank you, and enjoy! 

He's been gone for five weeks, and for five weeks I've been a drunken, miserable wreck. 

Is there such a thing as painless love? This is a question | used to ponder over for years when | was, | don't 
know..about sixteen. And only now, after I've had my share of girls and lovers, do | realise the answer to my 
question. And the answer is..No. There is not such a thing as painless love. 

The reason | am only learning this now, is because he's gone. | can't feel him anymore, and everything seems 
cold and desperate. * |* feel cold and desperate. It's a feeling | don’t particularly revel in, and it's a feeling that 


carries too many burdens for my rock lifestyle. 


| never remember love feeling like this when | was a teenager. It all felt like fluffy clouds and pink elephants... 


maybe that's because we were all high on drugs and booze by the time we hit puberty. 

When | was with Tina | didn't feel any pain in our love. The same with Rebecca, the same with Gina. 

Maybe it was because | wasn't in love with a girl this time. It might not feel the same with..a guy. Its not like 
l-Even though | am Nikki Sixx and know almost everything about anything-know what it feels like to be in love 
with a guy. This was my first ever experience, and until about | week ago | wasn't aware | loved the blonde 
bastard at all. 

Of course | missed him, but | took it for granted that | only missed the thrill of fooling around with him. But 
then | gradually started to miss little things about him. Like the way he curled his fingers around my hair 
when he lay beside me. Or the way his peroxide locks almost matched the colour of the gleaming white sheets 
of the bed linen. 

It was only then, when Í lay on the sofa, my head resting on my arm as my hand grasped firmly onto a bottle 
of Jack D, that | realised just how deep | had dug myself into my own indulgence. That | realised how terribly 
wrong our little ‘fooling around thing, had gone. 

When | finally admitted to myself that | missed him totally, | knew | was in love. 


He's taken a break off from Motley at the minute. He said he needed some time to think everything through. 


Said it was about time he tried to settle down, give his life some meaning. 


Of course | thought it was some sort of joke and laughed, trying to pull the blonde down to sit beside me on 


the sofa. But | soon turned to complete angst when | realised he was being totally serious. 


"But..why?" | asked, looking into his hazel eyes, trying to find a reason, any reason to let me understand his 


decision a bit more. Make me understand -him- a bit more. 


Nervously, Vince rubbed the back of his arm, biting his bottom lip with the innocence of a twelve-year-old 
boy. 


My hand still grasped hold of his from when | tried to pull him on the couch. But yet he was still standing, not 
heeding to my touch like he used to..! didn't like that one bit. 


"Come on Blondie. Don't fucking go! I'll be bored Just come on and sit down," | moaned, tilting my head. 


He sighed and flopped down beside me, wrapping his arms around my waist and burying his face in my 


shoulder. 
| stroked his hair lightly, watching the blonde strands drag over my fingers. 


His face looked up, eyes locking to mine in a passionate gaze. 


| smiled, pressing my mouth to his roughly. Glad there was no more talk of him leaving. 
He moaned, putting his hands up to my chest and pushing me away slowly. 


"No..don't. You'll make it difficult," Vince moaned slightly, an annoyed expression blanketing his eyes, but only 
half covering his breaking sadness. 


"Uck Vince! Stop it! You're not going anywhere!" | banged my fist on the cushions in overconfidence, angry with 
Vince for saying it, even suggesting taking a break. 


"Yes | fucking am Nikki!" Vince raised himself off the sofa and out of my arms, which felt cold and empty. He 


towered over me, and it was the only time in my life | felt smaller than him. 

| felt nervous. 

"What Nikki? Why are you so fucking desperate? It isn't like you've ever needed mel It was always a fuck 
wasn't it? Stop acting like this, just let me make something of my life, let me settle the fuck down with 
someone who loves mel" 

Vince pointed at himself, eyes wide and passionate about what he wanted. 


| sighed, rolling my eyes. 


"Fucking fine! Just go! Go settle the fuck down with some bitch that loves you! | don't care anymore!" | jumped 
up, opening the front door with a sharp pull and gesturing towards the outside world. 


| held the door open for him. | opened the door for the one person that | loved, and practically shoved him 


away from me. 


And he went. 


So that night | did the only thing | could do. | drank..a lot. More than | think I'd ever drank before. And it 
numbed everything. It numbed everything that was bad, numbed everything that was good. It made me feel 


careless. 


But | was careless. Wasn't |? | finally had that blonde whining, horrible, useless..well not totally useless..bastard, 
out of my hair! He's gone; | can get on with my life and stop having to worry about who's going to whose 
apartment that night or, ‘Oh god, | hope Vince doesn't think I'm replacing him with this girl, he's out of the 


scene. He's gone. 


I've been partying, drinking, being one big fun boy for the past two weeks. Every morning waking up with one 


peroxide blonde, after another, after another. Back then | didn't even realise | was picking girl's solely on the 
fact that they vaguely reminded me of Vince. | figured it was just coincidence, ya know? 


But it was more than that. 


| started missing the way he wrapped himself in my arms in the morning. | thought it was an innocent enough 
thing to miss; he was always a very affectionate person..more or less. Besides, | liked to have a lot of body 
contact with everyone. If | got my arms around one of the whores that lay beside me, | bet I'd feel exactly 
the same as | did with him. I'd feel all.fuck, | don't know! Why the fuck should | have to express my fucking 
feelings? Okay, so | missed the guy a bit, so what? I've grown accustomed to his face for Christ's sake! That's 


all. That's all there was to it. 

At least, that's what | thought. 
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He's not back. 

At the start of the third week, Vince wasn't back 


| felt the worst aching up as the blonde whores did me no good anymore. My drinking was starting to 
decrease, along with the midnight parties. | found myself looking at pictures of him and me, ripping him out of 


them nastily and sticking them in the fire. 


He was a quick fuck! Just fuck him and get him out. It was always the plan from the start, when did it all go 


so horribly wrong? 


Tommy has been talking to him apparently, and so has Mick as a matter of fact. He contacted them, so why 
the fuck hasn't he phoned me? | have no idea at all. 


Not like | would totally hate it if he called. l'm not heartless; | can talk to him still. But he seems reluctant to 


want to take any notice of my existence. 


When | asked Tommy if Vince talked about me at any point in their conversation, Tommy looked up to the sky 
pondering the question. He then looked at me and said, 


"He asked me if you had slept with anyone nice looking lately," Tommy smiled, tapping the lid on his bottle of 
Jack. 


My eyes narrowed and | grabbed the bottle from him. So he cared who | slept with eh? "Well what the fuck 
did you say back?" | asked hurriedly, gulping down the delicious, fiery liquid. Reacquainting myself with its sweet 
taste. 


"I said ‘Hell yeah: Cause you have had some babes in your room the past few weeks," Tommy smiled, thinking 


he had done me a service. 


| felt my teeth gritting together as | passed the alcohol back to Tommy, rolling my eyes and heading back 


towards the sanctity of my room, slamming the door. 
| plunged down into the pillows of my bed, burying my face and flinching at the familiar smell 
| threw the pillow to the other side of the room 

"Stupid bloody Vince!" 

| licked my lips, trying to taste the smell, but it couldn't be done. 

"FUCK!" | swore, my eyes starting to water slightly in frustration 

By the fourth week, | needed him so badly | was practically a broken man 

| was a half man 

| wanted my other half 

apse 


I'm lying still, in a trashed room at the present time. Flicking through The Rolling Stones magazine. | only got it 


because | knew Vince was going to be in it. 


It told us some of the comments he said about the band. Some of the comments he said about Tommy, Mick.. 


about me. 

He told them, | was very sad to see him go. 

Fucking sad! Yeah right, | was heart broken more like it! 

"Fucking SLUT!" | threw the magazine across the room, folding my arms in childish insolence. 
He's never able to see things through my point of view, is he? 


Vince should be able to sense my loneliness. He should come back now because he fucking knows he loves me, 


why the hell should we be without each other if.. 


"VINCE | FUCKING LOVE YOU!" | shouted, hearing it echo through the house and slur back to me in all it's 
drunken glory. 


| wondered if he could hear it. 
Probably not. 
Most likely not in fact. 


I'm weak without him, he knows it. | can feel his touch still lingering on my skin and he knows | can, wherever 


the hell he is, and he loves it. He loves the feeling that he knows I'm squirming for him. 

He makes me stronger. He's the only reason | tried to be strong. 

And now that he's gone | feel like a worm. 

Small, insignificant and so alone | might as well be blind 

wake Kw 

A year. 

He's been away, out of my reach, out of me for one lonely..heartless..cruel..intolerable year. 
He hasn't called me. He hasn't made an effort to speak to me. 


And believe it or not. can still feel him on me. | can still almost barely taste his lips and feel his breathe on 


my shoulder. 

| can feel his heat, and it's passionate and real and wild. 

Some places in my room | have etched ‘Vince’ into the wood. Creepy, I'll admit, but he's making it so difficult. 
My life has no meaning. | can't even think of any songs to write anymore. He's gone; I'm too far-gone. 


"Love's like a Roller coaster, 


Ain't no fun riding it over and over again" 
| sang the lyrics over and over again, trying to make sense of them. 


It made me think of Vince, that's the main reason | thought about it at all. He's the thing | thought about 


most. 


The phone rang. 


| moaned and picked myself up from the dirty floor. Dressed in a worn in pair of jeans and no top. 
| sighed and picked it up, putting a cigarette into my mouth and quickly lighting it while saying, 
"What the fuck?" into the little mouthpiece. 

"Nikki?" 


The voice at the other end of the phone made my lips loosen hold on the cigarette in my mouth. It dropped to 
the ground. 


"V-Vince?" | stuttered, leaning my back against the wall. Dwelling completely into the silky covering of the 


blonde's voice, "You called" 

"Yes," Vince whispered quietly, as if he was trying to make sure no one heard him. 
"But..why'd you wait so long?" | asked, a hint of accusation trying to mix with my soft tone. 
"Because | didn't want to call you," Vince spurted out quietly. 

"Why the fuck not?" It came out rude, but it was not meant to be rude. 


"Because..hearing you would just make everything so much fucking harder! And | didn't want it to be that 
hard." 


"What? What to be that hard?" 

"L-leaving you," Vince muttered. 

There was a minute of silence. 

"Can't you come over?" | asked finally, nervousness creeping into my voice at his answer. 

"| don't think so," Vince said finally, sighing slightly. 

| frowned, "Why?" 

"Because I'd only have to leave again. | still want to find someone who loves me, | want all those things that I've 


wanted for years." 


"But..but | *do * love you Vince..ya know, in a non-mushy, manly type love," | tried to persuade the singer, 


pure desperation in my syrupy voice. 


Vince laughed, "| need a woman Nikki.” 
"What the..Why?" 
"Because..| want a normal life, ha, for once." 


| could tell that Vince was smiling. Probably leaning against a table, with a bottle of Jack in his hand, twiddling 
the cord of the phone around his finger. 


"Vince..l..come over!" 

Another silence circulated in the air and | held my breath. 
There was a sigh, then a long beep. 

"Hello?" | said into the mouthpiece, tapping it. 

But he was gone. He'd hung up. 


"Oh fuck!" 


-Half an hour later- 
Why'd he hang up? Why would he do it? Its not fair! Its not fair! 


He's a bastard! He can't do that. He can't call and then hang up, | needed to see him. What right has he? None 
that's what! He shouldn't be able to deprive me of him, that's just selfish. 


My menacing hands were trashing the room further. 

Vince hanging up was the last straw in a sequence of events. 

| had finally cracked. 

There was a sudden knock on the door. 

| squinted slightly, wondering who the hell it could be. 

Walking over to it, | brushed my fingers through my hair, trying to tidy it up a bit, but to no avail. 


| twisted the handle, pulled open the door and laughed. 


Vince, standing there in all his hotness. Mobile phone in his hand, biting awkwardly on his bottom lip. 
He threw the phone to the ground and wrapped his arms around me. His palms caressing my back. 


All anger left me. Everything left me, and the only thing | could think to say to the man that had drove me 


crazy thinking about him was, 
"Fuck, Vince!" | moaned into his hair, "H's been lonely." 


The blonde looked up. Innocence of a child in his hazel brown eyes and all the emotion was there. Raw and pure 


and visible to anyone with eyes that could see, he was starving for me. 
And who could blame him? 
| sure couldn't. 


Cause | felt exactly the same about him. 


